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AFLAME  AND  AFIELD 


WHEN  LIGHTS  ARE  LOW 


When  lights  are  low 
And  lanterns  sway, 

And  the  ships  ride  softly 
On  the  bay, 

I  can  hear  the  breeze 
In  the  pond  ferns  sigh. 
And  nightingales 
In  the  treetops  cry  ; 

And  the  moon, 

Forgetting  earth  beneath, 
Of  her  quiet  rays 
Forms  a  lily-wreath: 

And  I  dream  in  the  east, 
When  lights  are  low, 

Of  a  cottage  quaint 
In  the  afterglow 
Of  a  summer  evening’s 
Setting  sun, 

Where  I  would  rest 
When  day  is  done. 

When  lights  are  low 

And  the  plains  are  bare 
To  the  brightening  stars 
In  their  lonesome  stare; 
And  coyotes  cry 
To  the  rising  moon, 

And  the  night  re-echoes 
The  bat  and  loon, 

And  the  winds  in  the  willows 
Have  learned  to  play 


AFLAME  AND  AFIELD 


An  even-song 

At  the  close  of  day; 

I  gaze  in  the  logs 
And  dream  of  a  land 
With  the  white  of  the  stars 
On  the  white  of  the  sand; 
And  I  see  again, 

When  lights  are  low, 

The  sway  of  the  lanterns 
To  and  fro, 

And  I  want  to  dream 
The  hours  away, 

By  a  festooned  shore 
At  the  close  of  day. 
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FLOWERS  AT  NIGHT 

Flowers  at  night, 

Aren’t  you  lonesome 
When  light  there  is  none 
And  life  has  gone  by? 
Aren’t  the  stars 
A  little  too  distant, 

And  a  little  too  eerie 

The  cricket’s  sharp  cry  ? 

Flowers  at  night, 

So  pale  in  your  beauty, 

A  little  bit  tired 

From  pleasures  of  day, 
Don’t  you  regret 
That  laughter  and  sunshine 
With  songs  of  the  birds 
Have  drifted  away? 

Flowers  at  night, 

Do  you  know  of  the  trysting 
Close  in  your  midst 

Of  man  and  of  maid? 

Do  their  gay  spirits, 

Subdued  in  the  darkness, 
Make  of  your  bower 
A  whispering  glade? 
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APRIL 

A  lone  sparrow  twittering  in 
The  bare  branches  of  an  elm 
Bathed  in  cool  bright  sunlight 
From  a  cold,  blue  sky. 

A  lazy  breeze  fluttering  in 
Through  the  shimmering  curtain 
From  the  gay  stars  of  night 
And  a  cloud  close  by. 
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SPRING  NIGHT 

A  dark  mantle  cloaking  the  housetops — 
Sprinkling  of  tinselled  stars — 

The  lengthened  shadow  of  trees 
And  a  still  moon. 

The  noiseless  hush  before  dawn — 

A  cool  breeze  from  the  black  East — 
The  chirp  of  a  cricket, 

And  the  treetops’  song. 
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YOUR  SONG 

The  words  of  a  song  are  lilting 
Their  way  through  my  weary  brain, 
With  their  poignant  rhythm  tilting 
The  echoing  dim  refrain 
Of  gay  skies  and  stars  and  moonlight, 
Quiet  drifting  streams  of  blue, 
Softly  spoken  words  at  midnight, 

A  whispering  breeze — and  you. 

And  I  walk  the  quiet  pathway 
Our  carefree  steps  once  knew, 

And  I  think  I  hear  the  wind  say 
The  words  I  heard  from  you; 

And  the  moon  shines  just  as  brightly 
As  that  lovely  night  in  June, 

When  we  tripped  our  passage  spritely 
To  the  lilting  of  your  tune. 
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I  CAN’T  REMEMBER  YOUR  NAME 

I  can  see  your  face  in  the  candlelight, 

I  can  feel  your  hand  in  the  dark, 

And  your  soul  makes  glad  the  stormy  night 
Like  the  carolling  of  a  lark; 

I  can  feel  your  presence  soft  and  low 
In  the  dying  ember’s  flame, 

And  your  arms  reach  out  from  the  fading  glow — 
But  I  can’t  remember  your  name. 

Your  body  is  soft  beneath  my  caress, 

Your  lips  to  my  kisses  are  warm, 

The  sigh  your  bosom  could  never  suppress 
Recalls  the  soft  curves  of  your  form; 

And  though  I  see  your  face  as  clear 
As  the  blessed  day  when  you  came, 

I  cannot  withhold  a  sorrowing  tear — 

For  I  cannot  remember  your  name. 
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CANOEING 

A  soft  splash  of  the  paddle’s  polished  blade ; 
A  wafted  breath  of  incense  Eastern  charm ; 
The  humming  of  a  moonlight-loving  maid ; 
The  rhythm  of  a  spangle-laden  arm : 

The  trumming  tune  of  strings  adroitly  played 
Beneath  the  shadows  of  the  pale  moon’s  light, 
Gliding  through  trees  silently  arrayed 
Upon  the  laughing  river’s  bosomed  night. 
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TO  RUTH 

God,  but  it’s  beautiful  here  in  the  night, 

With  nothing  but  stars  up  above, 

Nothing  to  do  as  we  dream  in  their  light 
But  pray  at  the  shrine  of  Love. 

Oh,  nothing  to  do  but  live  in  our  dreams 
With  glory  that  lifts  us  on  high, 

And  nothing  to  hamper  the  stars’  twinkling  beams 
As  they  glow  in  the  heart  of  the  sky. 

Their  glow  is  the  thought  of  my  love  for  you, 
The  deep  blue  heavens,  my  heart ; 

The  distant  spaces  of  darkening  hue 
Are  the  years  we  have  lived  apart. 
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THE  SEA  WILL  NOT  TELL 

“The  sea  will  not  tell,”  he  said, 

And  quietly  sat  by  the  moaning  waves 
And  told  his  tale  of  woe 
For  a  lost  love. 

“The  sea  would  not  tell,”  he  mused, 

“It  is  so  big  and  broad  and  understands 
The  pity  of  human  agony, 

For  it  has  claimed  the  souls  of  drowning 
seamen 

Since  the  beginning  of  time, 

And  it  has  not  told. 

It  has  not  told,”  he  whispered, 

“Of  the  tales  of  love  and  lust  and  hate 
Entrusted  to  it. 

Why  should  it  not  retain  my  little  secret?” 

“The  sea  would  not  tell,”  he  moaned, 
“Were  I  to  cast  my  sore  soul 
Upon  its  mercy 

And  drift  with  the  endless  chain 
Of  ancient  mariners — sailors  of  this  same 
sea — 

To  the  depths, 

And  lose  my  identity  in  its  warm  and  dis¬ 
tant  bosom.” 

“The  sea  will  not  tell,”  he  mused. 
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DAYS  SEEM  TO  WITHER 

How  days  seem  to  wither  like  leaves  in  the  fall, 
And  heedlessly  drop  in  the  wind ; 

And  each  is  a  vision  beyond  our  recall 
Which  casts  dreamy  memories  behind. 

And  some  are  a  crimson  so  glad  to  behold, 

And  some  are  of  brown  and  of  gray ; 

And  some  shimmer  brightly  a  purest  of  gold 
As  they  dance  on  the  wind  in  play. 

Some  cling  too  long — are  fearful  to  go — 
While  others  with  rapture  are  sped, 

But  whatever  their  passage,  gay  flight  or  slow, 
They  fall  to  the  ground  and  are  dead. 

How  days  seem  to  wither  like  leaves  in  the  fall, 
Some  glad  and  some  sad  as  they  cling ; 

And  each  is  a  passage  beyond  our  recall, 

Like  leaves  in  the  gay  verdant  spring. 
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I  FEEL  YOU  VERY  CLOSE 

I  feel  you  very  close  tonight, 

While  the  wild  rains  lash  the  sky, 

I  can  see  your  face  in  the  flickering  light 
Of  the  logs  where  the  live  sparks  fly. 

I  sit  and  dream  I  can  hear  your  voice, 
And  my  soul  sings  glad  aloud, 

And  the  storm  winds  seem  a  sad  rejoice 
To  the  fleeing  black  of  a  cloud. 

I  can  see  you  smile  and  my  eyes  grow  dim 
And  I  think  that  once  you  were  here, 
And  I  wonder  what  fate  so  dread  and  grim 
Idas  darkened  skies  once  so  clear. 
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WHISTLE  ON 

Whistle  on,  O  happy  man, 

Learn  to  love  while  yet  you  can; 
For  the  lines  are  written  here 
Which  to  read  you  would  but  fear 
To  whistle  on. 

Learn  to  love  while  skies  are  blue 
For  the  world  was  made  for  you, 
And  enough  of  worry  lies 
Hidden  yet  before  your  eyes — 
Learn  to  love. 

Carry  on,  for  life  is  gay, 

Tho’  your  coat  is  torn  and  gray 
There  is  laughter  in  your  tune, 
Laughter  made  of  sunny  June — 
Carry  on. 

You  have  passed  my  vision  by — 
Passed  to  live  and  heedless  die, 

But  your  coat  of  ragged  gray 
With  your  sprite  and  whistling  way 
Shall  be  mine. 


AFLAME  AND  AFIELD 


GONE 

Fairest  form  divine  and  loving, 

Kissed  by  lingering  wind  and  sunshine, 
Blessed  with  virtue  and  with  kindness, 
Lulled  by  peace  and  quiet  praying. 

Craved  by  god  and  man  and  devil, 

Beam  of  moonlight,  breath  of  pleasure, 
Quiet  shadows  on  the  river, 

Whispering  pine  trees  in  the  forest, 
Weeping  willows  by  the  bayou, 

Dreaming  stars  above  the  canyon, 

Form  of  all  that’s  fine  and  holy, 

Body  pure  and  soul  forgiving — 

All  are  gone. 

By  the  lisping  brook  in  autumn, 

’Neath  the  falling  acorns’  patter, 

’Neath  the  swishing,  dying  grasses, 

’Neath  the  moaning  elms  and  poplars, 

Lies  the  blessing  of  the  ages, 

Rests  a  soul  of  gayest  pleasure. 

Lips  that  kissed,  and  loved  in  kissing, 

Eyes  that  danced,  and  glistened  dancing, 
Breasts  that  heaved  with  love’s  sweet  sorrow, 
Now  are  dead. 
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OUR  LOVE  WAS  LIKE  SHIPS  THAT  PASS  IN 

THE  NIGHT 

Our  love  was  like  ships  that  pass  in  the  night 
And  drift  out  to  sea  with  the  tide ; 

Our  signals  were  seen  in  the  dim  beacon  light 
Where  the  ocean’s  channels  divide. 

The  smile  on  your  face  as  you  drifted  toward  land 
Has  gladdened  my  days  on  the  sea, 

And  your  shimmering  light  on  the  glittering  sand 
Is  a  beckoning  beacon  to  me. 

We  are  gliding  through  life  like  two  ships  in  the  dark, 
And  we  passed  in  a  port  that’s  unknown, 

But  your  masthead’s  light  from  the  tiniest  spark 
To  a  sun  in  the  heavens  has  grown. 

Often  while  watching  the  waves  dip  the  moon, 

I  see  your  bark  make  for  the  quay, 

And  marvel  with  sadness  how  smoothly  and  soon 
You  had  passed  from  my  vision  away. 

Our  love  was  like  ships  that  pass  in  the  night 
And  drift  with  the  tide  out  to  sea — 

A  signal,  a  token,  a  welcoming  light — 

And  the  sails  to  the  wind  are  set  free. 
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THEY  RIDE 

They’ll  ride  again  o’er  all  the  earth — 

Death,  Famine,  War  and  Pestilence; 

And  in  their  wake  gay  tragic  Mirth 

Will  grin  through  sword  blades  thick  and  dense, 

And  mock  the  soulful  prayer  for  peace, 

And  leer  at  Love  with  Passion’s  smirk ; 

The  gleaning  Harvester  must  cease 
And  turn  to  goalless  strife  from  work. 

The  Shaven  Skull  will  rule  with  might 
A  land  forgotten  by  its  kind, 

And  blackest  hour  of  still  midnight 
Will  leave  a  rasping  sound  behind ; 

That  sound  a  gasp  of  human  thought, 

Soul  strangled  ere  the  lips  could  speak; 

And  blinded  Love  with  passion  fraught 
Shall  rape  the  soul-dreams  of  the  weak. 

The  lightnings  then  must  flash  once  more, 

And  thunder’s  rumbling  roll  intense, 

As  from  the  weakly  bolted  door 
Shall  ride  bold  War  and  Pestilence; 

Riding  close  behind  with  whip  and  quirk 
Grim  Famine  steps  with  heedless  speed, 

And  on  the  face  of  Death  a  smirk 
Of  gleeful  blood-lust  and  of  greed. 

Death,  Harvester  of  every  breath, 

The  tireless  master  of  the  three, 

Rides  low  and  hard  o’er  all  the  earth 
Upon  a  last  debauching  spree. 

And  will  they  weaken  in  their  flight, 

Their  flaming  steeds  slow  homeward  plod 
To  leave  the  earth  in  blackest  night 
To  greet  the  morning  of  its  God? 
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ONE  NIGHT  IT  RAINED 
I 

One  night  it  rained, 

And  we  did  not  go 
For  a  ride  or  stroll 
Or  to  see  a  show ; 

But  quietly  sat  by  the  fireplace 
And  talked  of  ships, 

And  moons  and  quiet  night — 
And  I  saw  your  lips. 

And  we  talked  of  fame, 

And  how  passion  dies 
In  its  first  wild  flare — 

And  I  saw  your  eyes. 

And  we  talked  of  love, 

And  the  softness  fair 
In  a  woman’s  way — 

And  I  saw  your  hair. 

One  night  it  rained, 

And  we  sat  apart, 

But  your  vision  pressed 
Upon  my  heart, 

And  I  knew  you  well — 

As  never  before — - 
And  the  hours  sped 
And  I  knew  you  more. 

One  night  it  rained, 

And  there  at  home 

Our  souls  joined  hands 

To  vaguely  roam 

Over  the  sky  and  back  again, 

Then  to  the  stars  above. 
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Back  to  our  thoughts  of  books  and  men, 
Then  to  the  theme  of  love. 

As  the  logs  sang  merrily 
And  the  flames  leaped  warm, 

We  banished  all  thought 
Of  the  raging  storm, 

And  closely  sat 
By  the  fireplace, 

My  eyes  on  your  soul 
And  your  winsome  grace, 

And  the  soft  curves 
Rippling  beneath  your  dress, 

Shapely  to  see 
And  soft  to  caress. 

We  forgot  all  thoughts 
Of  moons  and  fame 
And  talked  of  love — 

And  I  liked  your  name. 

And  words  were  low 
And  whispers  rare 
As  we  sat  apart 
Each  in  his  chair, 

And  I  loved  you ; 

And  you  returned 
The  love  for  which 
My  bosom  yearned, 

And  we  softly  planned 
For  the  years  to  be, 

When  I’d  live  for  you 
And  you  for  me, 

And  love  alone  would  rule  the  world, 

And  hold  it  in  her  magic  sway — 

May  God  in  his  goodness  bring  back  the 
thoughts 

We  crooned  to  each  other  that  rainy  day ! 
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II 

One  night  it  rained, 

And  we  journeyed  far 
To  a  room  where 
Shades  and  visions  are; 
To  a  room  where  quiet 
And  stillness  reigned, 
Where  we  could  dream 
Love  unrefrained, 

And  hold  each  other 
Tightly  pressed 
Against  a  passion-ridden 
Breast. 

One  night  it  rained, 

But  the  mellow  light 
Of  the  shaded  lamp 
Locked  out  the  night, 
And  left  us 
To  the  dear  caress 
Of  loving  hands 
And  happiness  : 

And  love  ran  rampage 
Through  our  hearts, 
And  all  thought  ceased 
As  we  took  our  parts 
In  the  fervent 
Fleated  passion  play 
Which  taunts  the  night 
Blind  to  the  day. 
Thoughts  of  future 
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Seemed  to  flee 
And  Passion  shouted, 

“Come  with  me!” 

And  we  loved  too  deeply 
And  forgot 
The  rainbow’s  end 
For  the  golden  pot, 

And  the  present  seemed 
The  end  of  things, 

And  we  tapped  the  well 
From  which  life  springs. 

And  in  the  heated  love  of  life, 

Young  animals  gone  free, 

I  pledged  my  soul  to  that  of  you 
And  you  pledged  yours  for  me. 

And  when  we  rested, 

Body  weary. 

Soul  bedragged 
And  spirit  dreary, 

You  sang  your  love 
As  I  close  held  you, 

Claimed  as  my  own 
Whate’er  befell  you ; 

Your  heart  was  mine, 

The  world  defying ; 

I  praised  your  love 
So  self-denying ; 

You  gave  your  all — 

May  God  show  mercy ! — 

And  I  took  all 

Your  soul  could  give  me. 

Oh,  God,  if  I  could  but  forget 

That  night  when  Love  and  Passion  met ! 
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I’VE  TAKEN  MY  FUN  WHERE  I’VE  FOUND  IT 

With  the  Proper  Apologies 

I’ve  taken  my  fun  where  I’ve  found  it 
In  lane  or  in  crowded  street, 

I’ve  deeply  quaffed  of  the  cup  of  Life 
And  found  it  bitter  or  sweet. 

I’ve  tasted  of  vice  and  of  virtue, 

Of  passion  and  soulful  love, 

And  when  the  sod  is  broken 
I’ll  carry  my  fun  above. 

I’ve  taken  my  fun  where  I’ve  found  it 
Where  e’re  that  happened  to  be ; 

In  meadows  mild  or  jungles  wild 
Or  on  the  boisterous  sea. 

I’ve  tasted  of  wine  and  of  women, 

Of  song  and  of  lonesome  bliss  ; 

And  a  lifetime  run  in  seeking  fun 
I’d  trade  for  just  one  kiss. 

I’ve  taken  my  fun  where  I’ve  found  it, 

With  men  or  women  of  fame, 

With  love  or  sin  I  have  played  to  win 
Whatever  might  be  the  game. 

I’ve  tasted  of  fame  and  fortune, 

And  passions  that  slowly  trod ; 

And  I’ll  take  them  all  with  my  final  fall 
And  seek  my  fun  with  God. 
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THE  GREAT  UNKNOWN 

One  of  the  ranks 
He  fell  unknown 

Among  the  vales  or  in  the  pits 
Where  Death  had  blown. 

One  of  the  ranks 
He  fell  unsung, 

No  medals  clinked  upon  his  breast 
In  grandeur  hung. 

One  of  the  ranks 
He  left  the  fight 

For  pastures  new,  where  haste  is  spent, 
Where  all  is  night. 

One  of  the  ranks 
He  swallowed  mud, 

And  stopped  a  shell,  crashed  to  the  earth 
With  a  sickening  thud. 

One  of  the  ranks 
Mustered  by  Death 
He  dragged  in  blood  and  oozing  slime 
In  gasps  for  breath. 

One  of  the  ranks 
He  aimless  died, 

Nor  knew  his  corpse  would  rest  at  home 
In  pomp  and  pride. 

One  of  the  ranks 
Laying  as  still 

In  sepulchre  of  state  and  reverence 
As  on  a  Flemish  hill 
With  comrades  of  the  ranks. 
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MY  BUDDY 

Do  you  come  where  I  have  trod, 
Do  you  leave  the  realm  of  God 
To  traverse  the  olden  scenes 
Where  the  weeping  willow  leans 
Lower  yet  to  kiss  the  greens, 

My  buddy? 

Do  you  dream  of  childhood  days, 
Of  our  dear  old  wildwood  ways, 
Do  you  come  to  see  the  place 
By  the  dashing  old  mill  race 
Where  our  pirate  plans  we’d  trace, 
My  buddy? 

Do  the  smoke  and  belching  guns 
Haunt  your  spirit  where  it  runs ; 
Do  the  oozing  blood  and  gore, 
With  the  din  and  clash  of  war 
Haunt  your  soul  forever  more, 

My  buddy  ? 

When  these  last  great  bugles  roll 
Do  they  call  the  wandering  soul 
To  a  place  with  coolness  blessed 
Up  there  in  the  golden  West, 
Where  all  voyagers  may  rest, 

My  buddy? 

This  my  wish  for  you  and  those 
Who  are  now  in  deep  repose, 

That  your  souls  may  pick  the  ways 
Of  your  golden  yesterdays, 

There  to  bask  in  Memory’s  bays, 
My  buddy. 
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HE  DIED  AFRAID 

No  braver  man  has  ever  lived 

Than  he  who  fighting  died  afraid, 

And  on  his  tombstone  should  be  carved : 

“In  glory  is  this  soldier  laid — 

Fie  loved  his  home  and  wished  to  dwell 
In  peace  close  by  his  fireside; 

But  mortally  fearing  Death  he  rode 

Beside  the  fearless,  fought  and  died.” 

What  bard  can  praise  such  dauntless  deed? 

No  bells  toll  for  that  bravest  heart 
Who,  loving  life,  its  bliss  and  ease, 
Resigned  its  ties  and  dared  depart. 

He  threw  his  youth  into  the  flame 

And  stained  with  blood  that  virgin  sod, 
And  dying  blessed  his  home  and  hearth 
And  left  them  in  the  hands  of  God. 

No  braver  soul  has  ever  passed 

Than  he  on  whose  green  grave  is  laid 
A  wreath  with  knowing  words  unfurled, 
“He  died  afraid!” 
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PASSING 

From  the  lines  of  blue  that  wavered, 
And  the  lines  of  gray  that  fled, 

Death  has  with  his  withered  fingers 
Combed  a  harvesting  of  dead. 

And  the  boys  who  once  took  pleasure 
In  the  flaunting  of  their  gray, 

With  a  smile  of  victory’s  measure 
Have  passed  quietly  away. 

And  the  blue  lines  of  the  victor 
Now  are  thin  and  sere  and  wan; 

With  a  handclasp  from  each  comrade 
To  their  Camping  Ground  have  gone. 

For  the  Grand  Old  Men  remaining 
There  is  naught  to  do  but  wait 

For  the  army’s  last  Great  Gathering- 
In  its  glory  by  the  Gate. 

And  the  comrades  fast  are  leaving 
To  complete  the  ranks  of  God, 

And  to  keep  a  watch  eternal 
O’er  their  re-united  sod. 
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MARCHING  SPIRITS 

Hear  the  notes !  Hear  the  notes ! 

In  those  golden  bugle  throats, 

Beating  time !  Beating  time ! 

In  a  slow  but  even  rime. 

As  they  tread,  as  they  tread — 

Hark !  The  marching  of  the  dead. 

Can’t  you  see  their  glowing  faces. 
As  they  mark  the  measured  paces 
And  pass  by  ? 

Can’t  you  hear  their  mellow  voices 
As  they  raise  their  keen  rejoices 
That  they  die! 

Are  they  dead?  Are  they  dead? 
With  that  laughing,  marching  tread? 
Could  they  sing?  Could  they  sing 
If  their  souls  had  taken  wing? 

Hark,  they’re  passing — see  them  going, 
And  the  bugle  notes  are  lowing 
As  they  die ; 

They  are  not  dead,  they’re  passing  on, 
They  have  not  fled,  they  have  but  gone 
Passing  by. 

Hear  the  roll !  Hear  the  roll ! 

Of  the  drum-notes  of  the  soul. 

They  pass  by,  they  pass  by, 

But  those  dead  shall  never  die! 
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UNITED 

The  coats  of  brown  and  the  coats  of  gray 
Are  mingling  with  the  dust, 

The  Iron  Cross  and  the  Croix  de  Guerre 
Are  crowned  inch  deep  with  rust. 

As  one  are  the  throbbing  bodies  blown 
About  the  fields  of  France; 

The  doughboy’s  rifle  and  Boche’s  gun 
Rest  on  an  Afgar’s  lance. 

The  coats  of  brown  and  the  coats  of  gray 
Are  threadbare  and  forlorn, 

And  they  rot  and  fade  but  never  know 
Their  souls  must  be  re-born. 

The  Iron  Cross  and  the  Croix  de  Guerre, 
And  the  buttons  of  brass  and  lead, 

Are  settled  down  and  have  mingled  with 
The  dust  of  the  honored  dead. 
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THE  PASSING  OF  WARREN  G.  HARDING 

All  heads  are  bowed  in  silence, 

And  drums  are  muffled  low, 

As  flags  at  half-mast  flutter 
In  the  misty  afterglow ; 

And  a  bugle  sounds  the  calling 
For  his  soul  to  pass  to  rest, 

For  his  soul  to  seek  its  harbor 
In  the  gold  and  mellow  West. 

While  the  guns  across  the  river 
Boom  a  ling’ring  last  salute 
For  a  chieftain  on  his  journey, 

All  the  world  in  grief  is  mute ; 

And  it  stands  head  bared  in  silence, 
Tear-stained  eyes  turned  up  to  pray, 

As  a  martyr  passes  gently 
On  his  last,  grim,  silent  way. 

He  has  gone.  The  drums  are  silent ; 

The  last  salute  has  sped ; 

He  has  gone  with  Life  Immortal 
With  the  glory  of  the  dead. 

Those  weary  eyes  forever  closed, 

They  carry  him  toward  home, 

Where  he  may  rest  in  peace  beneath 
Beloved  native  loam. 

With  tender  hands  they’ll  place  him  there 
Beneath  his  home-town  sod, 

Where  he  will  rest  in  love  of  those 
Who  knew  his  love  of  God. 
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DEAD  ROSES 

Fragrant-scented  blossoms, 

One  short  hour  you  know — 
Once  deep  kissed  with  sunshine, 
Once  fresh  bathed  in  dew; 
Once  you  gave  your  fragrance 
To  the  evening  wind, 

But  you  willed  such  sweetness 
To  be  left  behind. 

Head  once  held  so  proudly 
Now  droops  on  the  stem, 

Dead  the  leaves  which  glistened 
Like  a  polished  gem; 

Now  your  scent  is  mellow, 

Brown  those  petals  red, 

Bees  no  longer  linger — 

For  the  rose  is  dead. 
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THE  NEXT  PORT  IS  THE  BEST  PORT 

The  next  port  is  the  best  port, 

And  the  sea  is  deep  and  wide; 

The  last  port  is  a  past  port 
Adrift  upon  the  tide. 

A  lost  love  is  a  dear  love, 

And  a  love  that  cannot  die; 

While  a  queer  love  is  the  near  love 
When  the  loving  one  is  nigh. 

A  fast  ship  is  the  best  ship 
For  a  sailorman  to  know, 

In  which  to  travel  o’er  the  earth 
Where  every  wind  doth  blow. 

To  the  end  of  the  earth  and  back  again, 
Where  each  next  port  is  the  best, 

Where  the  dearest  love  creeps  softly  with 
The  sinking  sun  in  the  west. 

Then  the  Last  Port  is  the  Best  Port, 

And  the  love  that  could  not  die 

Will  be  waiting  there  by  the  Golden  Gate 
With  a  tear,  a  kiss  and  a  sigh. 
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A  GOD  DREAMED  A  DREAM 

A  god  dreamed  a  dream  and  he  thought  it  was  fair, 
A  dream  made  of  gold  as  thin  as  the  air — 

The  dawn’s  tinted  rose  and  the  twilight’s  glad  gray 
Bordered  an  azure  as  brilliant  as  day. 

A  god  dreamed  a  dream  clean  scented  with  pine, 
With  the  hint  only  dim  of  the  lure  of  jasmine, 
And  he  clothed  it  with  cloth  of  the  sky’s  deepest  blue ; 
But  when  he  revealed  it — I  knew  it  was  you. 
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TO  R.  H.  P. 

Why  do  I  miss  you  more  each  day, 
And  dream  of  you  more  each  night? 
For  the  months  have  been  many, 

And  some  have  been  gay, 

Since  we  kissed  good-bye 
In  our  solemn  way 

On  the  porch  in  the  pale  moon’s  light. 

The  days  have  been  many, 

Our  pathways  wide, 

But  the  thought  of  you  lives  in  my  heart. 
Long  be  the  journey 
And  rough  be  the  tide, 

For  ever  I  travel 
With  you  by  my  side — 

A  vision  that  may  not  depart. 
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TO  A  POSTAGE  STAMP 

And  will  you  take  to  my  love  the  thoughts 
My  faint  pen  dare  not  write? 

And  sing  for  her  the  lullaby 
I  breathe  for  her  each  night? 

And  will  you  tell  her  softly 

What  this  breast  of  mine  would  say 
Were  there  words  so  apt  to  carry  what 
I  dream  for  her  each  day? 
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I  HEAR  YOU  CALLING 

Soft  the  quiet  strains  are  falling 
And  I  hear  you  calling  me, 

As  the  quiet  notes  are  floating 
Like  a  gull  upon  the  sea ; 

Sad  the  merry  tunes  are  bringing 
Memories  of  your  singing  voice, 
But  the  loving  words  I  hear  not 
And  my  soul  cannot  rejoice. 

In  the  soft  caressing  playing 
My  brain  is  caught  a-swaying 
To  a  song  you  used  to  whisper 
In  the  dim,  dead  long  ago. 

Will  these  memories  live  forever 
In  the  playing  of  the  strings  ? 

Will  those  haunting  low  tunes  never 
Leave  the  memory  which  clings? 

Oh,  I  hear  the  soft  notes  falling, 
And  my  soul  is  calling  you ; 

But  the  notes  are  all  that  answer 
Like  the  haunting  voice  of  you. 
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IN  THE  NIGHT 

I  heard  a  sigh  in  the  tree  last  night 
As  it  softly  filtered  through, 

And  I  vaguely  wondered  if  it  could  be 
The  whispering  voice  of  you. 

I  heard  a  murmur  upon  the  wind 
As  it  greeted  morn  anew, 

And  I  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  if 
It  carried  words  from  you. 

I  heard  a  footstep  on  the  street, 

Where  footsteps  are  so  few. 

And  my  reason  fled  and  I  hoped  it  were 
An  harbinger  of  you. 
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LOVE 

Starlight  and  moonlight  and  the  light  of  a  woman’s  eyes, 
Still  night  and  cool  night  and  the  night  of  a  thousand 
cries ; 

Warm  life  and  strange  life  and  the  life  of  a  hidden  soul, 
Soft  love  and  true  love  and  the  love  with  a  sightless  goal ; 

Two  hearts  and  fast  hearts  and  hearts  greeting  life  as  one, 
Await  the  breaking  of  the  dawn  when  the  quiet  night  is 
done. 
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THE  OLD  VILLAGE 

There’s  a  Squire  and  a  Parson, 

And  the  Deacons  in  a  row, 

’Round  where  old  familiar  faces 
Of  this  village  used  to  go. 

There’s  the  good  old  pump  and  woodshed, 
And  the  chicken  coop  and  pen ; 

And  the  babbling  brook  that  empties 
In  the  bay  beyond  the  glen. 

There’s  the  old-style  village  courthouse, 
And  the  wood  upon  the  hill, 

Where  the  wild  berries  grew  purple, 

And  I  guess  grow  purple  still. 

And  away  down  in  the  valley. 

Nestling  in  beneath  the  trees, 

Is  a  still  more  ancient  village 

Lulled  in  sleep  by  evening’s  breeze. 

There  beneath  the  rain  and  sunshine. 
And  beneath  the  winter’s  snows, 

Snuggle  close  the  wooden  crosses 
And  the  rough-hewn  granite  rows. 

And  I  know  most  names  engraved  there, 
And  I’ve  kissed  each  smiling  face, 

And  I  know  that  they  must  see  me 
From  their  lowly  resting  place; 

And  smile  soft  to  see  me  weeping 
After  all  these  troubled  years, 

And  caress  my  lingering  footsteps, 

And  love  me  for  my  tears. 


47] 


AFLAME  AND  AFIELD 


THE  ROAD  OF  SPRING 

The  road  leads  down  to  a  merry  pond, 
And  there  at  break  o’  day, 

The  traveler  of  that  roadway  fond 
Strikes  camp  and  drifts  away — 
Over  the  hills  away  from  the  pond 
At  the  first  gray  streak  o’  day. 

He  whistles  a  tune  as  he  picks  the  road 
That  mounts  up  toward  the  sky, 

And  his  singing  heart  is  the  only  load 
As  he  climbs  where  eagles  fly, 

To  the  clouds  where  the  sun  rays  kiss 
A  blue  like  the  blue  o’  the  sky. 
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TO  A  BUTTERFLY 

One  short  hour  of  life  you  knew, 
One  Spring  day  and  fair; 

On  those  azure  wings  you  flew 
Blythly  everywhere — 

Skirting  flowers,  circling  trees, 
Through  the  sunshine  with  the  bees, 
Swooping  down  beside  the  stream, 
There  to  pause  and  lightly  dream 
Of  fancy  Summer’s  game; 
Where  the  droning  of  the  flies 
And  the  grasses’  myriad  cries 
Languidly  seem  fame. 
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SPARROWS 

Merriment  personified 
Swinging  on  a  bow, 

Watching  keen  and  wonder-eyed 
Yonder  browsing  cow; 

Winging  aimlessly  along 
Nature’s  open  way, 

Chirping  cheerily  a  song 
All  the  live-long  day. 

Though  your  coat  is  dull  and  drear, 
Though  your  eyes  are  sad, 
Happily  your  voice  is  clear 
And  your  spirit  glad. 
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A  MIST  ON  THE  RIVER 

There’s  a  mist  on  the  river  tonight, 

And  a  cloud  o’er  the  sky  of  blue; 

And  the  gleaming  of  a  steamer’s  light 
Can  be  seen  a-shimmerin’  through. 

And  there  in  the  dark  by  the  river, 
Straining  my  eyes  for  a  sight 
Of  the  shades  that  flicker  and  quiver 
On  the  hidden  bosom  of  night, 

My  heart  e’er  grows  cold  and  weary, 

And  my  spirit  seems  to  have  flown, 

As  I  hark  to  queer  sounds  and  eerie, 

And  stand  by  that  river  alone. 

Alone  with  life  all  about  me, 

Alone  with  the  clouds  and  the  mist, 
Alone  and  praying  devoutly 

For  the  lips  of  a  maiden  I’ve  kissed, 

For  a  face  that  would  call  the  sunshine. 

For  a  hand  that  would  bring  the  light, 

And  a  soul  that  would  dance  beside  mine 
Through  the  heart  of  the  shimmering  nighL 

And  the  cloud  seems  fleecy  and  golden, 

And  the  mist  is  a  halo  of  lace, 

In  the  steamer’s  light  behold  then 
The  shadowy  lines  of  a  face; 

And  the  bridge  is  a  rainbow  trail 
Arching  the  dark  with  its  beam, 

From  the  land  where  one  can  never  fail 
To  the  land  of  a  vanished  dream. 

But  a  mist’s  on  the  river  tonight, 

And  a  cloud  blots  out  the  sky, 

And  the  glimmer  of  a  steamer’s  light 
Dreamily  passes  by. 
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SING  ME  A  SONG  OF  SPRING 

Sing  me  a  song  of  Spring,  Lad, 

Of  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring, 

For  I  am  old  and  gray,  Lad, 

And  Youth  has  had  its  fling. 

But  you  are  young  and  bright,  Lad, 
Your  spirit  was  made  to  sing ; 

Oh!  On  a  moonlit  night,  Lad, 

Sing  me  a  song  of  Spring. 

A  song  of  Beauty  and  Love,  Lad, 

A  song  of  the  heart  and  soul; 

A  song  of  blue  skies  and  trees.  Lad, 
And  lazy  clouds  that  roll. 

Sing  me  a  song  of  Youth,  Lad, 

Of  carefree  Youth  on  wing, 

Soaring  the  clear  May  skies,  Lad — 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Spring. 

Sing  that  I  may  forget,  Lad, 

That  I  am  old  and  hoar, 

Sing  that  our  souls  may  join,  Lad, 
And  I  shall  be  young  once  more. 

Sing  that  this  dying  heart,  Lad, 

Shall  gladden  and  want  to  sing; 

Sing  that  this  aching  soul,  Lad, 

Shall  live  in  your  song  of  Spring. 
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THANKSGIVING 

The  wine  is  in  the  cellar, 

And  the  turkey’s  on  the  rack, 

The  pumpkin’s  to  be  hollowed 
And  the  nuts  are  to  be  cracked. 

The  pies  are  set  for  baking, 

And  the  apples  green  and  red 
Are  laughing  at  the  haystacks 
From  the  window  in  the  shed. 

Small  wonder  there  is  merriment 
Around  that  festive  board, 

For  peace  and  joy,  that  greater  praise, 
Are  offered  to  the  Lord. 
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FLIGHT  OF  THE  BAT 

A  sharp  cry  on  the  midnight  air — 
A  silence  deep — 

A  struggle  in  the  poplars  bare — 
A  strangled  leap. 

A  flutter  of  wings  in  the  wind — 
An  eerie  call — 

A  heavy  silence  left  behind 
The  echo’s  fall. 
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LOVE  IS  SO  NIGH  TO  HATE 

I  am  sorry  I  ever  saw  your  face 
With  your  tender  eyes 
And  soulful  smile, 

For  they  have  become  objects  of  hate 
In  my  infinite  grief 
At  parting. 

Had  I  never  known  you  I  should  not  have  loved 
you, 

And  not  loving  you  I  would  not  cry  aloud 
Your  name  in  my  sleep, 

And  forever  see  your  face 
In  my  dreams. 

Love  is  so  nigh  to  hate 

That  that  which  we  could  forgive  a  stranger 

We  cannot  pardon  the  object  of  our  love, 

And  the  tender  passion  is  lost 

In  the  maze  of  conflicting  emotions. 

Had  I  thought  you  would  have  gone  so  quickly 
and  completely 

I  should  have  laughed  at  the  thought, 

Just  as  the  sweet  memories  of  my  dreams 
Are  now  laughing  at  me. 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

He  lived  and  loved, 

A  mere  shadow  of  the  man 
He  would  have  been 
Had  not  convention  tied  him 
Close  to  hearth  and  fireside, 

And  made  of  him  an  idle  pet 

To  be  caressed  by  family  and  friends. 

Always  were  visions  his, 

Visions  of  far  places  and  distant  scenes 
Where  he  could  have  lived  his  life 
As  his  soul  dictated, 

And  loved  the  life  he  lived. 

He  courted  death  as  the  means  of  life, 

As  the  means  to  a  life  unknown,  fantastic, 

As  the  open  sesame  to  his  dreams, 

And  the  realization  of  his  visions. 

The  wish  of  one  who  knew  him  as  he  knew  himself 
Is  not  for  eternal  peace  and  love  of  God, 

But  a  life  in  flesh  as  he  lived  in  dreams, 
Engendered  in  the  climbing  flames  of  his  fireside. 
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SAND 

Sand !  How  it  stretches  out  before  me 
Like  the  clutching  hands  of  an  ogre, 

Ready  to  sap  my  life  and  my  strength 

And  cast  my  lifeless  body  on  its  swelling  breast, 

And  leave  me  to  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  the  buzzards. 

Sand !  How  soft  and  warm  it  seems  at  twilight, 

After  the  blazing  sun  has  hidden  far  to  the  west, 

And  before  the  cold  midnight  cuts  and  scars  your  flesh. 
It  seems  so  luring  and  kind. 

So  merciful  and  soft, 

And  so  caressingly  pure  and  chaste. 

It’s  black,  this  sand,  until  the  moon 
In  virginal,  rayless  glory, 

Sheds  its  unhampered  light  upon  the  wide  expanse, 
And  makes  of  it  a  stage  for  the  imagination. 

Then  the  moon  disappears,  and  in  its  shapeless  blackness 
I  can  feel  myself  becoming  an  integral  part  of  it; 

I  am  no  longer  Man ;  I  am  one  of  the  desert — 

A  bit  of  sand  lying  very  close  to  the  great  unknown. 
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THE  GOD’S  DECREE 

A  mountain  stream  and  a  willow  tree, 

And  the  love  of  the  prairie  moon ; 

And  a  wistful  sunset  on  the  sea 

Of  the  blossoming  month  of  June; 

With  an  arch  of  roses  glistening  dew 
Above  the  lane  where  lovers  trod, 

Whispering  thoughts  forever  anew 
In  love  of  life  and  faith  in  God. 

Then  its  two  and  six  must  equal  eight, 
And  post  the  credit  to  the  right ; 
Balance  the  cash  and  adjust  the  freight 
And  close  the  ledger  for  the  night. 

O  Christ,  the  beauty  in  life  there  is, 

With  the  love  of  God  in  every  breath ; 

And  flowers  blooming  in  Nature’s  bliss 
Recall  the  majesty  of  Death; 

The  imaged  soul  in  each  passing  face, 

And  the  love  in  a  woman’s  eyes, 

And  the  grandeur  of  the  resting  place 
Where  the  soul  with  its  visions  lies. 

But  its  two  and  six  must  equal  eight, 
And  post  the  credit  to  the  right ; 
Balance  the  cash  and  adjust  the  freight 
And  close  the  ledger  for  the  night. 

And  so  all  day  long  the  weary  strain 
On  a  soul  which  loves  the  blue, 

The  rumbling  storms  and  the  pattering  rain 
And  dreams  of  a  life  ever  new ; 
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The  figures  blur  and  the  lines  erase, 

And  God  in  all  His  glory  beams 
Behind  the  desk  upon  the  face 

Of  him  who  sits  and  wayward  dreams. 

But  its  two  and  six  must  equal  eight, 
And  post  the  credit  to  the  right  ; 

Balance  the  cash  and  adjust  the  freight 
And  close  the  ledger  for  the  night. 

But  hark!  That  one  great  moment  comes 
When  the  weary  soul  goes  home, 

And  aimless  striving  but  succumbs 
With  the  crumbling  of  the  loam ; 

Living  ceases,  comes  to  nought, 

And  reason  flees  for  fancy’s  flight, 

And  dreams  are  pregnant  with  sweetest  thought, 
When  that  Great  Ledger  closes  for  the  night. 

But  now  its  two  and  six  must  equal  eight, 
Today  the  credit  posting  to  the  right; 

God  may  be  slow  but  He  is  never  late, 
And  the  Ledger  must  be  closed  tonight. 
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THE  SEA 

Yesterday  I  wandered  by  the  sea 
And  it  was  blue  and  green  and  white 
And  splashed  the  rocks  with  wisps  of  gentle  spray; 
And  the  sun  shone  golden  on  the  waters, 

And  blue  waves  kissed  blue  sky 
In  the  clear — the  far  horizon. 

But  today  the  sea  is  black, 

Capped  with  green  foam  in  the  offing, 

And  heavy  waves  beat  out  a  wild  tattoo  upon  the  rocks ; 
And  a  black  cloud  hides  the  heavens 
And  heavily  rests  upon  the  angry  sea. 

Last  night  I  dreamed  I  was  the  ocean. 
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FILL  ME  A  PIPE 

Fill  me  a  pipe  and  let  my  soul 
Flee  with  the  lazy  clouds  which  roll 
O’er  the  hills  toward  the  thudding  sea 
Where  the  butterflies  chase  the  droning  bee, 
And  lotus  flowers  bow  to  the  sky 
And  nod  to  the  maidens  passing  by. 

Fill  me  a  pipe  and  let  me  know 
The  flare  of  the  lanterns  swinging  low, 
Where  the  tireless  firefly  wings  his  way 
With  the  first  gray  fleeing  of  the  day 
And  lovers  seek  the  new-born  moon 
Their  pledges  in  its  light  to  croon. 
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THE  CHURCH 

They  told  me  I  would  find  God  there, 

But  all  I  found  was  musty  air 
And  vaulted  windows  and  high  walls, 
And  x'afters  where  the  eerie  calls 
Of  bats  echoed  through  the  wide  expanse 
Of  solemn,  silent  eloquence. 

They  told  me  I  would  surely  find 

The  Christ  who  healed  the  halt  and  blind, 

But  all  I  found  was  gilded  fame, 

And  stained  glass  windows  with  His  name, 
And  bronze  and  golden  effigies 
Before  which,  on  their  bended  knees, 

The  blind  were  wont  to  come  and  pray ; 
But  who  has  yet  heard  of  the  day 
When,  in  a  blaze  of  haloed  light, 

He  set  the  sun  upon  their  night 

And  gave  the  stricken  blind  their  sight? 

From  high  cathedral  to  lonely  tent 
I’ve  watched  them  pray  with  soul  content, 
And  offer  up  their  lives  to  One 
Whose  fictioned  deeds  are  always  done  ; 
They  offer  prayer  unto  a  stone 
Which  stands  there  cold  and  all  alone, 
Without  the  flouted  power  behind 
To  lift  the  dead  and  cure  the  blind. 

They  told  me  I  would  find  God  there, 

But  all  I  found  was  musty  air 
And  idol  worshippers  in  prayer 
To  a  golden  god  in  his  gilded  lair. 
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TALKING  TO  THE  SOULS  OF  OTHER  MEN 

I  am  walking,  walking,  walking  o’er  the  fields  again, 
Talking,  talking,  talking  to  the  souls  of  other  men. 

Do  they  hear  me  as  the  trees  hear  the  sighing  wind  today? 
But  none  will  bow  before  the  sound  of  what  I  have  to  say. 

The  wind  is  sadly  sighing  through  the  branches  of  the 
pine, 

And  I  am  sadly  wishing  that  its  presence  there  were  mine ; 
For  the  pine  tree  seems  to  listen  all  intent  and  silent  still 
To  the  message  that  the  wind  brings  across  the  wooded 
hill. 

The  wind  which  moves  the  gruesome  mill  that  grinds  the 
golden  grain 

Has  words  for  all  who  listen  as  it  sweeps  across  the  plain ; 
But  I  can  shout  defiance  ’til  my  heated  words  must  burn, 
And  the  only  praising  for  my  pain  is  the  echo’s  dim  return. 
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BUILD  NOT  ON  DREAMS 

Off  with  the  false!  Live  long  now  while  you  may, 
Life  such  as  ours  can  live  but  for  a  day ; 

Then  when  at  night  those  last  dark  curtains  fall 
Sing  loud  of  Life,  “I  knew  you  well  and  all !” 

Let  not  the  grave  enwrap  an  unknown  dream, 

Nor  Life  flow  by  a  useless  mirrored  stream; 

Now  love  Life  well,  for  when  once  claimed  by  Death 
Life  flees  fore’er  with  every  fleeting  breath ; 

Build  not  on  dreams  a  life  to  live  anon, 

For  dreams  must  crumble  when  the  dreamer’s  gone; 
And  crumbling  dust  shall  never  rise  again 
To  breathe  to  life  the  heritage  of  men. 

Live  thus  the  years  allotted  as  your  share 
That  Death  deep  dropping  come  not  unaware 
And  crush  to  naught  a  life  with  joys  unknown, 

And  ditch  caressing  dreams  beneath  a  stone. 
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OLD  TOMBSTONES 

Ivy  vines  clinging 
O’er  molding  tombs ; 

Wild  crickets  swinging 
O’er  Death’s  dank  rooms. 

Manhood  and  beauty 
One  with  the  dust, 

Mingled  with  splinters 
And  cofiffin-nails’  rust ; 

One  with  dead  underbrush 
Mingling  with  weed, 

One  with  the  flowers 
Wind  blown  to  seed ; — 

Dead  to  fond  hoping, 

Deaf  to  false  praise, 

Blind  to  the  passions 
Of  lost  yesterdays ; 

Could  they  remember 
How  Life  once  had  sped? 
Can  they  remember 
To  Life  they  were  wed? 

One  with  the  dust — 

The  coffin-nails’  rust 
And  crumbling  old  stones 
Are  mixed  with  their  bones. 

Towering  above  them 
In  pale  moonlight, 

The  spectres  of  armies, 

A  grim,  gruesome  sight, 

Look  toward  the  stars 
And  point  toward  the  clouds. 
Covering  ruins 
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Wrapped  in  black  shrouds; — 
Ruins  immortal 
Crumbling  away, 

Ruins  which  frolicked 
In  gay  yesterday. 

Spectres  of  dull  gray, 

And  spectres  of  white, 
Spectres  grown  dark, 

And  spectres  grown  light, 
Spectres  alluring, 

Spectres  appall, 

Spectres  surrounded 
By  shadow-raised  wall. 
Shadows  reflected 
In  haunted  array 
But  recall  ages 
Long  drifting  away. 

Hands  raised  these  tributes, 
Hands  that  are  gone, 

Gone  with  the  ages 
They  feasted  upon. 

Now  dust  of  the  tombstones 
And  dust  of  the  dead, 
Commingled  as  one, 

With  the  earth  have  been  wed  ; 
And  the  tribute  of  dust 
So  thoughtlessly  thrown, 

Has  triumphed  at  last, 

For  ages  have  flown. 

Ivy  clings,  creeping 
Where  Life  has  fled, 

While  God  is  sleeping 
It  covers  the  Dead. 
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REGRET 

That  giant  oak,  that  slender  blade 
Of  tender  verdant  grass, 

That  boulder  great,  those  pebbles  small 
In  yonder  hidden  pass ; 

That  babbling  brook  of  poets’  fame, 
Yon  sickly  waning  moon 
Which  looks  upon  this  baleful  earth 
Casting  a  pale  festoon 
Upon  the  leaping  wayward  stream 
By  the  ocean’s  beaten  shore: 

All  with  the  boon  of  Life  are  blest — 
But  I  shall  be  no  more. 

Oh  how  can  Life  so  full  of  mirth 
And  youth  and  love  so  gay, 

With  dreams  and  hopes  unrealized 
Be  made  to  fade  away? 

Is  it  because  we  live  we  die — 

Because  gay  Life  we  know? 

If  we  were  but  a  senseless  stream 
Through  ages  could  we  flow? 

I  hate  to  think  of  drifting  passed 
Beyond  that  Great  Divide; 

I  love  this  earth,  its  mortal  men, 

And  fain  would  here  abide; 

I  do  not  crave  the  heavenly  bliss 
For  which  the  saints  have  died — 
If  I  were  but  a  knowing  stone 
On  earth  I’m  satisfied. 
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WHEN  HOPE  IS  DEAD 

Gone  is  the  sunshine  gay, 

And  laughter  sped, 

Sullen  the  sky  and  gray, 

And  hope  is  dead. 

What  use  the  joy  gone  by? 

It  all  but  seems 
A  slumbering  soul  will  sigh 
Through  happy  dreams. 

Fond  memories  gleam  of  gold 
When  skies  are  gay, 

And  dreams  of  Youth  unfold 
Upon  the  way. 

The  smiling  face  must  frown, 
The  eyes  grow  dim, 

When  hope  comes  tumbling  down 
Forlorn  and  grim. 

No  use  to  laugh  through  Life 
When  hope  must  fly, 

Endure  the  weary  strife 
And  wait  to  die. 
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GRAY  MANSIONS 

Gaslight  reflected 
Dark  in  the  street — 
Mansions  neglected 
By  social  retreat. 

High  barren  windows 
Dirty  and  grim, 

O’erlook  the  by-way, 
Dusty  and  dim; 

Eyes  of  old  mansions 
Through  starless  night 
Gaping  at  passers 
With  awful  fright. 

Do  they  remember 
How  long  ago 
With  cheerful  gaslight 
They  were  aglow? 

Souls  of  old  mansions — 
Now  they  are  dim, 
Ghost-haunted,  cheerless, 
Mirthless  and  grim. 

Gray  mansions  haunted 
By  laughter  and  play, 
By  loving  and  sorrow 
Of  dull  yesterday; 

Do  they  remember 
These  long  dreary  halls, 
The  laughter  of  lovers, 
Childhood’s  last  calls? 
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Do  those  soft  stairways 
Resound  to  the  tread 
Of  haughty  old  grandams 
Now  one  with  the  dead  ? 

Do  they  re-echo 
The  troublesome  beat 
Of  weary  old  grandsires’ 
Militant  feet  ? 

All  the  grim  tragedy, 

All  the  gay  mirth, 

Blended  in  one, 

Are  sown  in  the  earth. 

So  these  old  windows 
Through  ages  have  stole 
The  heart  of  gray  mansions, 
Reflecting  bleak  soul. 
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THE  SURGING  SEA 

I  strolled  beside  the  surging  sea 

While  Life  and  Death  were  stalking  me; 

And  Life  was  gay  and  followed  close, 

But  Death  hung  back,  quiet,  morose. 

And  with  Her  hand  tight  clasped  in  mine 
I  dreamed  with  Life  a  dream  divine; 

And  all  my  worries  seemed  to  flee 
When  strolling  by  that  laughing  sea. 

The  sky  went  dark,  the  waves  rode  high, 

I  startled  to  a  carrion’s  cry, 

I  felt  a  draught — a  blasting  wind, 

I  looked,  and  saw  Death  close  behind. 

His  face  was  wreathed  in  quiet  smile, 

His  body  swayed,  and  all  the  while 

The  waves  dashed  high  and  crushed  the  shore — 

I  looked,  but  Life  was  there  no  more. 

Death  took  my  hand  and  quietly 
I  sank  into  that  surging  sea; 

All  thought  had  fled,  and  lifeless  stress 
Returned  the  soul  to  Nothingness. 
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TRIUMVIRATE 

A  tear,  a  kiss  and  a  sigh,  lad, 

And  the  world  is  at  your  feet ; 

For  the  tear  is  for  Love  that’s  tender, 
A  love  that  is  yours  and  sweet ; 

And  the  kiss  is  Passion’s  plaything, 
From  the  ruby  lips  of  Fate, 

And  the  lure  for  man  eternal, 

The  key  of  the  hidden  gate. 

And  the  sigh  is  for  you  alone,  lad, 
A  meeting  of  soul  and  soul. 

Before  whose  quiet  heaving 
The  mighty  mountains  roll ; — 

With  a  tear,  a  kiss  and  a  sigh,  lad, 
You  live  with  her  for  days, 

And  the  sun  is  always  bright,  lad, 

In  the  glory  of  your  ways. 

A  sigh,  a  kiss  and  a  tear,  lad, 

And  a  lingering  good-bye ; 

The  sigh  is  for  dear  departed — 

A  soul’s  depressing  cry; 

And  the  kiss  is  a  parting  message 
Pressed  on  the  lips  by  Love, 
Whispering  of  a  trysting 

In  the  Great  Beyond  above. 

And  the  tear  is  a  rending  token 
Of  an  anguish-ridden  heart, 
Bidding  the  ties  be  broken, 

And  the  lingering  soul  depart ; — 
With  a  sigh,  a  kiss  and  a  tear,  lad, 
You  go  upon  your  way, 

And  seek  through  the  veil  of  quiet 
The  joining  Judgment  Day. 
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GOD’S  HALF  ACRE 

I  know  a  quiet  vale 

Where  coolness  reigns  in  midsummer. 

And  a  heavy  gale 

Makes  it  seem  more  quiet  and  peaceful. 

I  know  a  quiet  vale 

Where  shadows  walk  and  spirits  talk, 
And  silence  is  most  frail, 

A  delicate  gossamere  not  to  be  broken. 

I  know  a  quiet  vale — 

A  gentle  valley  nestling  its  inhabitants — 

Where  in  the  moonlight  pale 

Quaint  spires  reach  up  toward  the  sky. 

I  know  a  quiet  vale 

Where  only  weeping  willows  stir, 

Where  quiet  raindrops  fail 

To  lull  the  villagers  of  God’s  Half  Acre. 

I  love  that  quiet  vale, 

Its  wondrous  peace  and  still, 

I  love  the  way  it  nestles 
Upon  the  sloping  hill. 

And  in  that  quiet  vale 
I  shall  sleep  deep  anon, 

Beneath  those  rugged  spires 
Where  all  my  folks  have  gone. 

For  I  am  bound  to  rest 
Beneath  its  rock-strewn  sod, 

And  lie  in  peace  with  those 
Who  claim  the  ground  of  God. 
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ERE  I  FORGET 

I  want  to  see  the  hills  again, 

I  want  to  see  the  rolling  plain, 

And  see  the  graying  mountaintops, 
And  hear  the  rumbling  thunders  fret 
Among  the  rocks  and  o’er  the  trees — 
Ere  I  forget,  ere  I  forget. 

I  want  to  see  your  face  again, 

And  kiss  away  the  little  pain, 

I  want  to  feel  your  form  close  by, 
And  watch  the  love-light  deeply  set 
Awaiting  love’s  eager  reply — 

Ere  I  forget,  ere  I  forget. 

Ere  I  forget  I  want  to  kiss 
The  lips  whose  softness  I  must  miss 
When  I  am  gone  away  and  far 
From  all  I  love  and  worship  yet, 
Away  from  all  the  things  that  are — 
Down  to  the  sea  where  I’ll  forget. 
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SNAPPED  HAWSERS 

Snapped  hawsers — 

And  a  drifting  tide, 

And  ocean  currents  pulling  wide 
Around  the  bend ; 

A  crippled  ship 
With  sails  unbent, 

A  blinded  harbinger  fast  sent 
To  meet  the  end. 

Snapped  hawsers — 

And  a  broken  heart 

Living  midst  Life,  yet  set  apart 

In  its  own  cell ; 

A  blinded  soul 
On  ocean  wave, 

A  shroudless  corpse  in  hidden  grave 
Unknown  to  Hell. 

Snapped  hawsers — 

Drifting  hearts  and  ships, 
Repellent  joys  on  dreamy  lips 
In  hidden  bliss ; 

Snapped  hawsers — 

And  a  parting  play, 

A  hope  that  brightens  as  the  day — 
The  farewell  kiss. 

Snapped  hawsers — 

Drifting  down  to  sea, 

No  use  the  struggle  to  set  free 
A  broken  heart ; 

A  last  embrace, 

A  last  farewell, 

And  only  Death  can  ope  the  cell 
As  hawsers  part. 
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L’ENVOI 

The  best  words  have  not  been  written 
For  they  lie  in  the  soul  of  man, 

And  will  sleep  when  the  soul  has  been  smitten 
As  they  slept  when  the  soul  began ; 
For  thought  is  God  in  the  making, 

And  words  but  a  ritual  of  race, 

Like  waves  monotonous  breaking 
On  sands  of  a  desert  place. 


THE  END 
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